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LONGINGS 


Nellie R. Bright 


I want to slay all the things just things 


That they tell me J must do, 
I would drown them all in the tears | weep 


When each breathless day is through. 





I want to flee to a cool Sand dune 
On a wind-swept beach where the humming tune 


Of the wind, and the waves, and the heart of me 
Drims in my ears, and my lips are wet with the tang 
of the sea, 


I want to feel the rain on my cheek, 


The thrill that comes from a lark’s long note, 


I want to see the sk 
a willow tree. 





y at dawn thru the lacy green of 


I want to look deep in a pool at night, and see the 
Stars 


Flash flame like the fire in black opals, 
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3 <¢), BEFORE TWO THRESHOLDS 


, f Arthur Huff Fauset 


1927-28 Souls of black folk stand before two thresholds, 
pausing, hesitating, pondering. 


One is the entrance to a beautiful hall filled with 
inspiring reminders of God's admonitions to men that 
they shall carry on His message of love, thereby 
achieving mighty conquests in the battles for happi- 
ness and beauty. Its banner is LOVE. 


The other is the entrance to an ominous dark 
cavern filled with bloodcurdling cries and satanic 
sprites who invoke the darkest passions of men. There 
is no happiness in that place; neither is there beauty. 
Still there is something there that lures men far, far 
into its inner recesses, and once entered therein it is 
difficult to return to the abode of sunshine and fresh- 
ness. Its banner is HATE. 


Where, oh white comrade, would you have us enter, 
‘nto the chamber of LOVE or that dark cavern of 
HATE?. 
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HAIL PHILADELPHIA 
Alain Lucke 


HILADELPHIA is the shrine of the Old 
P Negro. More even than in Charleston or 
New Orleans, Baltimore or Boston, what 


there is of the tradition of breeding and respectability 
in the race lingers in the old Negro families of the 
city that was Tory before it was Quaker. Its faded 
dagterotypes stare stiffly down at all newcomers, in- 
cluding the New Negro (who we admit, is an upstart) 
—and ask, ‘who was your grandfather? and failing 
a ready answer—‘who freed you?’ 


I was taught to sing ‘Hail Philadelphia’ (to the 
ttzne of the Russian anthem), to reverence my elders 
and fear God in my own village. But I hope Phila- 
deiphia youth will realize that the past can enslave 
more than the oppressor, and pride shackle stronger 
than prejudice. ‘Vital creative thinking — inspired 
sroup living—must be done, and if necessary we must 
turn our backs on the past to face the future. The 
Negro needs background—tradition and the sense of 
breeding, to be sure, and it will be singularly happy if 
Philadelphia youth can break ground for the future 
without breaking faith with the past. That suould 
be the privilege of their exceptional heritage. But if 
the birth of the New Negro among us halts in the 
shell of conservatism, threatens to suffocate in the 
close air of self complacency and snugness, then the 
egg shell must be smashed to pieces and the living 
thing freed. And more of them I hope will be ugly 
ducklings, children too strange for the bondage of barn 
yard provincialism, who shall some day fly in the face 
of the sun and seek the open seas. 

Greetings to those of you who are daring new 
things. I want to sing a “Hail Philadelphia” that is. 
less a chant for the dead and more a song. for the 
living. For especially for the Negro, I believe in the 
“life to come.” 
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IF SHE WERE NOT DARK 
Lorraine Chambers 


I love the black and rippling hair 
Of little Nina Clark, 

I love her beauty, fresh and rare, 
But oh! her skin is dark. 


II. 


I love the eyes, the lips, the teeth 
Of little Nina Clark, 

I love the virtue underneath 
That skin which is so dark. 


III. 


I might have married her some day, 
This lovely Nina Clark, 

But this one thing stands in the way— 
Her skin, which God made dark. 


ECSTASY 


Rosanna J. Pinkett 


My heart leaps at thy presence, dear— 
At thy glances doth rejoice. 

A thousand joys and thrills perchance 
Course through me at thy voice. 

But oh, the bliss of thy sweet touch, 
The raptures so divine 

When both our spirits shall unite 

In ecstasy sublime! 
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AUNT HAGAR’S CHILDREN 
| James H. Young 


Aunt Hagar’s children 

Ain't got no stockin’s on, stockin’s on, 

Aunt Hagar’s children 

Ain’t got no stockin’s on, 

‘Tis trosty weather............ tis frosty weather too. 


Aunt Hagar’s children 

Got their feet on the ground, on the ground, 

Aunt Hagar’s children 

Got their feet on the ground, 

The snow is fallin i2......0 the snow is fallin’ down. 


Aunt Hagar’s children 

cin’t got no food to eat, food to eat, 

Aunt Hagzar’s children 

Ain't got no food to eat, 

An’ they is dyin’ ....00. ..they is dyin’ now. 


Aurt Hagar’s children 

Ain't goin’ to live much mo’, much mo’, 

Aunt Hagar’s children 

Ain't goin’ to live much mo’, 

’Tis time fo’ Jesus ............f0’ Jesus to look down. 


PLL WIN 


James H. Young 


Damn everybody— 

White folks push me down 

Rieck ones keep me there—” 

Then they say, “Keep him there—” 
But I’ll not be kept—d’ye hear? 

I’ll win though it take all my years— 
I'll win. 
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BLUE BAYOU 
Langston Hughes 


I went walkin’ 

By de blue bayou 

An’ I saw de sun go down. 

I thought about old Greeley 

An’ [ thought about Lou, ~ 

An’ I saw de sun go down. 
White man 
Makes me work all day, 
An’ I works damn hard 
For damn little pay, 
Then a white man takes 
Ma woman away— 
I'll kill old Greeley. 
An’ de blue bayou turns red as fire. 
Put the nigger on a rope 
An’ pull him higher! 

An’ I saw de sun go down. 
Put the nigger on a rope 
An’ pull him higher! 

De blue bayou’s a pool o’ fire, 

An’ I saw de sun go down, 
Down, 

: Down, 

Lawd! I saw de sun go down. 


RETURN TO SEA 
Langston Hughes 


Today I go back to the sea 

And the wind-beaten rise of the foam. 
Today I go back to the sea— 

And it’s just as though I were home. 
It’s just as though I were home again 
On this ship of iron and steam, iy 
And it’s just as though I have found again | 
The broken edge of a dream. | | 
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JAZZ GIRL 
Langston Hughes 


Jazz? 

Remember that song 

About the winds in the trees 
Singing me pretty melodies? 
Was nice, wasn’t it? 

Hear that violin? 

Say, Buddy, you know 

It’s spring in the country 
Where flowers grow. 


Play, jazz band! 

I’m tired. — O, gee! 

Sure, go ahead, 

Buy a drink for me. 


MY BODY 
Mae V. Cowdery 


My body 

Is an ugly thing 
Fashioned by God. 
My body 

Is an empty thing 
Made from crumbling sod. 


My soul 

Is a lovely thing 
Fashioned by God. 
My soul | 

Is a flaming thing 
That trampling hordes 
Have left untrod. 
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GOAL 
Mae V. Cowdery 


My words shall drip 
Like molten lava 


From the towering black volcano, 


On the sleeping town 
’Neath its summit. 
My thoughts shall be 
Hot ashes 

Burning all in its path. 


I shall not stop 

Because critics sneer, 
Nor stoop to fawning 
At man’s mere fancy. 


I shall breathe 

A clearer freer air 
For I shall see the sun 
Above the crowd, | 


I shall not blush 

And make excuse 
When a son of Adam, 
Who calls himself 
“God’s Layman,” 
Slashes with scorn 

A thing born from 


Truth’s womb and nursed 


By beauty. It will not 
Matter who stoops 

To cast the first stone. 
Does not my spirit 

Soar above these feeble 
Minds? thoughts born 
From prejudice’s womb 
And nursed by tradition? 












Brees I will shatter the wall 
mary Of darkness that rises 


| | aes From gleaming day 
a EES And seeks to hide the stun. 
| ; ceaheet ee T will turn this wall of 
eg | eee . Darkness (that is night) 
ave Re mertee Into a thing of beauty. 
Eeeoe neat 
Baie atta ect I will take from the hearts 


if atkins AEE oes 
: Lott Bee Of black men— 


eS eehrhy Ne Are ’fraid to utter. 


eis send oe And turn their coarseness 
_Zeinerse tet Into a beauty of the jungle 
eer Whence they came. 


gets 
Sue 1 he lava from the black volcano 


Ree ee Shall be words—the ashes—thoughts 
tee OF all men. 
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QUATRAINS 


Lewis Alexander 


The dawn has no tint of rose, 
Or seent of violet, 

And noon brings no sweet repose 
To grapple with regret. 


a 


Who has taken the stars, 
Which gave a bashful light, 

Between the age-worn scars 
Of the eternal night? 


ft > 


{f am a humming sea shell, 
You are a boundless sea, 

Your lovely lyric waters 
Flow on and under me. 


Sg 


Teday is the day of love, 
Tomorrow may not be, 
So live our lives as we may 

And trust eternity. 


ae 


Give me your stars to hold 
O sky of blue delight, 
Your moon of laughter gold 

To diadem my night. 
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PORTRAIT 
Beatrice E. Miller 


“Well, you needn’t stand there staring at me. You 
can let me in, although I know that I am not what 
one would call a welcome visitor.” 


Thus Aunt Lucy confronted me at the door one 
day last year. Indeed I was staring at the unexpected 
visitor with a look of surprise and, I suspect, disap- 
pointment too. Aunt Lucy was the family burden 
tolerated by all. She would swoop down upon her 
relatives at any time, but always unexpectedly, stay 
for any length of time, and then leave quite as sud- 
denly as she had comie. One was always “sitting on 
needles” during her visits, and when she left one 
breathed a sigh of relief and settled down peacefully 
until her next visit. 


Aunt Lucy was an “old maid” and her appearance 
was true to her type. Thin and dignified, she stood 
fve feet eleven inches above the ground. Her gray 
hair was brushed back into a tight knot at the back of 
her neck; her black eyes were small and piercing ; her 
nose was long and sharp; and her mouth was drawn 
‘nto a firm, straight line. 


She was the family trouble-maker. Having no 
affairs of her own to attend to she attempted to attend 
to everyone else’s affairs. She could tell one how to 
do anything from rearing children to making a dress. 
Moreover, she thought that she was always right and 
allowed no one to contradict her. 


Another of Aunt Lucy’s characteristics was her 
fondness for service. While she was visiting us every- 
one had to wait on her. Her black taffeta dress must 
be pressed in a certain way ; her egg must be cooked 
exactly so many minutes, her bath must be of a 
certain temperature. We all got to calling her “Sour 
Aunt Lucy.” 
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Do you wonder then why I stood in the doorway 
staring at her? Mother had gone out to a card party, 
sister had gone to the “movies,” while I was dressed 
to go to a tea that afternoon. Why did Aunt Lucy 
have to come that day of all days? What could I 
possibly do to get rid of her? 


“Well, indeed, you certainly don’t appear pleased to 
see me,” she remarked. ‘You could at least invite 
me in.’ With these words she brushed past me into 
the house. 


t 

I gazed in despair after her. I was doomed to stay 
and entertain her, for I knew mother would be greatly 
displeased if I did not remain. Therefore, I went 
to Aunt Lucy, helped her to remove her wraps, fixed 
her comfortably in father’s armchair, and gave her 
some magazines and newspapers to read. I then ex- 
cused myseif and went upstairs. 


At every step which I took the steps seemed to 
creak, “doomed, doomed.” Coming out of the library 
after telephoning my friend that I could not pour tea, 
J met Aunt Lucy standing in the hall looking intently 
at the pictures. 


“SO you gave up a tea to stay home with a cranky 
‘old maid’ like me, heh?” she said. “Don’t let me 
stop you. Go ahead. I can take care of myself.” 


I tried my best to make her understand that I 
could never have a better time than with her. Finally 
when I had succeeded in convincing her of the fact, 
a smile spread over her face. 


Aunt Lucy was smiling! What an unusual occur- 
reice | 


The sarcastic twist left her mouth and her eyes be- 
gan to sparile. 


‘6 . . ° 
“Well,” she continued, “since you have given up 
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the tea for me, where would you like to go instead ?” 


Seeing the still smiling face I ventured to Say, 
“There’s a circus in town, Aunt Lucy, which I would 
like to see,” and then I added breathlessly, “would 


you?” 


“Would I? Goodness me, child, I haven’t seen a 
circus since I was a small girl. Hurry up and get 
your wraps on.” 


I did hurry up, and in about an hour we found our- 
Selves inside the circus tent. 


{ have never enjoyed a circus as much as [| did 
that one. Aunt Lucy was one of the most sympa- 
thetic and enthusiastic companions I have ever had. 
When we came out her eyes were shining and her 
cheeks were rosy from excitement. 


Was this the same Aunt Lucy? I was bold enough 
to tell her that she was one of the best “sports” ] 
had ever come in contact with. 


“Dear child,” she answered, “we are both children 
I guess. You are just beginning to learn your lessons 
aid I am still learning mine. Now, don’t you see, 
if people would only meet each other halfway every- 
one would be as happy as could be?” 


I was compelled to agree. 
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TO A VASE OF FLOWERS 
Harold N. Dingwald 


Out of the rosebush ensnared with pricks, 
Gently an eager hand gathered you 
Tenderly into a vase to fix 
With what hopes? Would that I knew! 


ft Paler and paler each day you get, 
| Singly and coyly your petals fall, | 
Nor is there many a sunset | 
Harbouring your scent when the breezes call. 


Nothing of you but a stem may remain, 
Though dying it holds on its petals a claim, 

Thus in the heart of some love-lorn maiden 
Your essence will nourish a broken flame. 


‘ : HIDDEN MOON 
4 Mae V. Cowdery 


My thoughts soared up 

To the starless sky 

And a cloud 

Passed over the face 

Of the yellow moon. 

My thoughts | 
| | Are the clouds that hide 
| The face of the moon, 
| And yours are 

The night wind 

That blows away the ugly 

Moon clouds. 
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DREAM LADY 
James H. Young 


O lady of my dreams— 

In love’s garden I found you, 

While stars above us shone and 

Lit our way to love. 

We wandered in the night among 
The shadowy trees and dewy scented 
Flowers | 

Embossed in silver moonlight. 

The shadows hid us as we 
Plighted our troth and as loving 

We did vow eternal faith. 

Then we were as precious gems 
Deeply set in 

A beautiful setting, much as 

The beauty of the black opal pierces 
The world with laughing lustre 

And yet remains serene in the black. 
Lady of my dreams—in love’s garden 
I found you, ; 

But with the coming of the morn— 
The dawn, 

Then my love I lost you—for 

The moon was gone. 
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SOUTH STREET 


Lewis Alexander 


Charleston south 

Charleston north 
| Charleston back 
Charleston forth. 


‘] PUPAL ipeesbor hy ait vel hades Loses hey! hey! 
Ntubuesee Ghee ere ene hey! hey! 
Sway, black girl, sway! 


Charleston left 
Charleston right 
Charleston day 
Charleston night. 





aGaNeyeeeeesd clap! clap! 
sSaceieiabatetes clap! clap! 
Charleston, Charleston on the map! 


L | Blues songs sad 
| Biues songs gay 
Blues songs moan 
Night away. 


Play, jazz band, play! 


Black gals nice 
Biack gals mean 
Biack gals fat 

Black gals lean. 


South Street 

South Street 

Hey! Hey! Hey! 

Living in the arms of wide mouth day! 




















It is the result of the desire of older New 
Negroes to encourage younger members of the 
group who demonstrate talent and ambition. 


i ——— ltteers 

[ | 

| BLACK OPALS is the expression of an idea. 

| aggregation of masters and masterpieces. These 
expressions, with the exception of contributions 
by recognized New Negro artists, are the em- 
bryonic outpourings of aspiring young Negroes 

| living for the most part in Philadelphia. Their 

message is one of determination, hope, and we 

| trust power. 

| 


BLACK OPALS does not purport to be an 
Any who care to become more familiar with the 


movement will kindly address: 


BLACK OPALS, 

Care of Allan R. Freelon, 
2220 Catharine Street, 

Philadelphia. é' | 
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This edition of BLACK OPALS is limited to two 
hundred fifty copies of which this is number 79. 
A few autographed copies are available. 
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Papa. 
Bokol6 
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Ol. ve. 
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